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Ⅰ　イェイツの象徴
W. B. イェイツ （William Butler Yeats, 1865 -
1939） の初期の戯曲『キャスリーン・ニ・ホーリ












































は，おそらくブレイク （William Blake, 1757-1827） 
が最初の人物であるとし次のように引用してい
る。
‘Vision or imagination’ — meaning symbolism 
by these words --- ‘is a representation of what 
actually exists, really or unchangeably.  Fable 
or Allegor y is formed by the daughters of 
Memory.’ （3）
あるいは，1900 年に発表したエッセイ「詩歌
の象徴主義」 （‘The Symbolism of Poetry’） では，
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「連続的でかつ定義ができない象徴主義，それは
あらゆる表現形式の本質である」 （“the continuous 
indeﬁnable symbolism which is the substance of 
all style”） としながらも，ロマン派主義的感性を
窺わせながら以下のように語っている。
All sounds, a l l colours, a l l for ms, ei ther 
because of their preordained energies or 
because of long association, evoke indeﬁnable 
and yet precise emotions, or, as I prefer to 
think, call down among us certain disembodied 
powers, whose footsteps over our hearts we 
call emotions; and when sound, and colour, 
and form are in a musical relation, a beautiful 
emotion to one another, they become as it 
were one sound, one colour, one form, and 
evoke an emotion that is made out of their 














---there are intellectual symbols, symbols that 
evoke ideas alone, or ideas mingled with 
emotions, ----If I say ‘white’ or ‘purple’ in an 
ordinary line of poetry, they evoke emotions 
so exclusively that I cannot say why they 
move me; but if I bring them into the same 
sentence with obvious intellectual symbols as a 















を志向して行く先には，ユング （Carl Gustav Jung, 
1875-1961） の基本概念である集合的無意識の考
え方，または集合的無意識に近い考えを表したイ


















































た，あたかも ‘a vision poem’ を思わせるように，
ルキウスのヴィジョンに古代エジプトの女神イシ
スと思しき女神が海から現れる場面が，アプレイ
ウス （Lucius Apuleius, 125 ？ - ？） の『黄金の驢



























ルド （St. Bernard de Clairvaus, 1090-1153） とさ
れている。アウグスチヌスの神学に傾倒しアベラ










ア （Eleanor of Aquitaine, 1122-1204） とその娘シ











ものである。『薔薇物語』（Le Roman de la Rose, 





























表れているのが，スペンサー （Edmund Spenser, 













Gather therefore the Rose, whilest yet is prime,
For soone comes age, that will her pride 
deﬂowre,
Gather the Rose of loue, whilest yet is time,
Whilest louing thou mayst loued be with equal 
crime.






（Robert Herrick, 1591-1674） の ‘To the Virgin, To 
Make Much of T ime’ とエドマンド・ウォラー 
（Edmund Waller, 1606-87） の ‘Song’ がよく知ら
れている。スペンサーの詩との比較から，両者の
作品の一部を引用してみる。
Gather ye rosebuds while ye may,
Old time is still a-ﬂying;
And this same ﬂower that smiles today,
Tomorrow will be dying.
- - -
Then be not coy, but use your time,
And while ye may, go marry;
For having lost but once your prime,
You may for ever tarry.
（f rom ‘To the V irg in , To Make Much of 
Time’）（13）
Go, lovely rose!
Tell her that wastes her time and me
That now she knows,
When I resemble her to thee,
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How sweet and fair she seems to be.
- - -
Then die, that she
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee:
How small a part of time they share
That are so wondrous sweet and fair! 
（from ‘Song’）（14）














Be wise, decant the wine, prune back
your long-term hopes.  Life ebbs as I speak---




























































ジー （Allan Ramsay, 1684-1758），ロバート・ファ
ーガソン （Robert Fergusson, 1750-74），ロバート・













A rose-bud by my early walk,
Adown a corn-enclosed bawk,
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk,
All on a dewy mornings.
- - -
So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay,
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day,
And bless the parent’s evening ray
That watch’d thy early morning.（16）










My love is like a red red rose
That’s newly sprung in June:
My love is like the melodie
That’s sweetly play'd in tunes.
So fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in love am I:
And I will love thee still, my dear,
Till a’ the seas gang dry.
Till a’ the seas gang dry.  my dear;
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun:
And I will love thee still, my dear,
While the sands o’ life shall run.
And fare thee weel, my only love,
And fare thee weel awhile!
And I will come again, my love,


















ぼ し き も の が， マ ン ガ ン （James Clarence 
Mangan, 1803-1849） の「黒髪のロザリン」（‘Dark 




る。まず，ファーロング （Thomas Furlong, 1794-
1837）の手によるもので，「小さな黒薔薇」 （‘Roisin 
Dubh’, 1831） は『ハーディマンのアイルランド吟








Oh! my sweet little rose, cease to pine for the 
past,
For the friends that came eastward shall see 
thee at last;.
They bring blessings and favours the past 
never knew
To pour for th in g ladness on my Rois in 
Dubh.
Long, long, with my dearest, through strange 
scenes I’ve gone,
O’er mountains and broad valleys I still have 
toiled on;
O’er the Erne I have sailed as the rough gales 
blew,
While the harp poured its music for my Roisn 
Dubh. 
Though wearied, oh! my fair one! Do not light 
my song,
For my heart dearly loves thee, and hath loved 
thee long;
In sadness and in sorrow I still shall be true,
And cling with wild fondness round my Roisin 
Dubh.
There’s no flower that e’er bloomed can my 
rose excel,
There’s no tongue that e’er moved half my love 
can tell,
Had I strength, had I skill the wide world to 
subdue,
Oh!  the queen of that wide world should be 
Roisn Dubh.
Had I power, oh! my loved one, but to plead thy 
right,
I should speak out in boldness for my heart’s 
delight;
I would tell to all round me how my fondness 
grew,
And bid them bless the beauty of my Roisin 
Dubh.
The mountains, high and misty, through the 
moors must go,
The rivers shall run backward, and the lakes 
overﬂow,
And the wild waves of old ocean wear a crimson 
hue,
Ere the world sees the r uin of my Roisin 
Dubh.









Oh rose bud, let there not be sorrow on you on 
account of what happened you:
The friars are coming over the sea, and they 
are moving on the ocean:
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Your pardon will come from the pope and from 
Rome in the East,
And spare not the Spanish wine on my Roiseen 
dubh.
The course is long over which I brought you 
from yesterday to this day---
Over mountains I went with her,  and under 
sails across the sea:
The Erne I passed at a bound, though great the 
ﬂood,
And there was music of strings on each side of 
me and my Roiseen dubh.
You have killed me my fair one; and may you 
suffer dearly for it!
And my soul within is in love for you, and that 
neither of yesterday nor today:
You left me weak and feeble in aspect and in 
form:
Do not discard me, and I pining for you, my 
Roiseen dubh.
I would walk the dew with you and the desert 
of the plains,
In hope that I would obtain love from you or 
part of my desire.
Fragrant little mouth! You have promised me 
that you had love for me:
And she is the flower of Munster, she, my 
Roiseen dubh.
Oh, smooth rose, modest, of the round white 
breasts,
You are she that left a thousand pains in the 
very centre of my heart:
Fly with me, oh f i rst love, and leave the 
country;
And if I could, would I not make a queen of you, 
my Roiseen dubh ？
If I had a plough I would plough against the 
hills;
And I would make the gospel in the middle of 
the mass for my black rose-bud:
I would give a kiss to the young girl that would 
give her youth to me,
And I would make the delights behind the fort 
with my Roiseen dubh.
The Erne shall be in its strong ﬂood --- the hills 
shall be uptorn;
And the sea shall have its waves red, and blood 
shall be spilled;
Ever y mountain-valley, and ever y moor 
throughout Ireland shall be on high,













































バージョンが存在する。1 つは ‘Roisin Dubh 
（Black-Haired Fair Rose）’，もう 1 つは ‘Dark 
Rosaleen’ である。前者の発表年は 1849 年『マン
スターの詩人と詩歌』 （The Poets and Poetr y o f 
Munster） に収められ，後者は 1846 年『ネイショ
ン』（The Nation） に発表されたが，前者の ‘Roisin 
Dubh （Black-Haired Fair Rose）’ は，後者の ‘Dark 
Rosaleen’ よりも以前の作品とされている。




















O, my Dark Rosaleen,
Do not sigh, do not weep!
The priests are on the ocean green,
They march along the Deep.
There’s wine…from the royal Pope
Upon the ocean green;
And Spanish ale shall give you hope,
My Dark Rosaleen!
My own Rosaleen!
Shall glad your heart, shall give you hope,
Shall give you health, and help, and hope,
My Dark Rosaleen.
Over hills, and through dales,
Have I roamed for your sake;
All yesterday I sailed with sails
On river and on lake.
The Erne, …. At its highest ﬂood,
I dashed across unseen,
For there was lighting in my blood,
My Dark Rosaleen!
My own Rosaleen!
Oh! there was lightning in my blood,
Red lighting lightened through my blood,
My Dark Rosaleen!
All day long, in unrest,
To and fro, do I move,
The very soul within my breast
Is washed for you, love!
The heart … in my bosom faints
To think of you, My Queen,
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My life of life, my saint of saints,
My Dark Rosaleen!
My own Rosaleen!
To hear your sweet and sad complaints,
My life, my love, my saint of saints,
My Dark Rosaleen!
Woe and pain, pain and woe,
Are my lot, night and noon,
To see your bright face clouded so,
Like to the mournful moon.
But yet…will I rear your throne
Again in golden sheen;
’Tis you shall reign, shall reign alone,
My Dark Rosaleen!
My own Rosaleen!
’Tis you shall have the golden throne,
’Tis you shall reign, and reign alone,
My Dark Rosaleen!
Over dews, over sands
Will I ﬂy, for your weal:
Your holy delicate white hands
Shall girdle me with steel.
At home … in your emerald bowers,
From morning’s dawn till e’en,
You’ll pray for me, my ﬂower of ﬂowers,
My Dark Rosaleen!
My own Rosaleen!
You’ll think of me through Daylight’s hours,
My virgin ﬂower, my ﬂower of ﬂowers,
My Dark Rosaleen!
I could scale the blue air,
I could plough the high hills,
Oh, I could kneel all night in prayer,
To heal your many ills!
And one … beamy smiles from you
Would ﬂoat like light between
My toils and me, my own, my true,
My Dark Rosaleen!
My own Rosaleen!
Would give me life and soul anew,
A second life, a soul anew,
My Dark Rosaleen!
O! the Erne shall run red
With redundance of blood,
The earth shall rock beneath our tread,
And ﬂames wrap hill and wood,
And gun-peal, and slogan cry,
Wake many a glen serene,
Ere you shall fade, ere you shall die,
My Dark Rosaleen!
My own Rosaleen!
The Judgment Hour must ﬁrst be nigh,


















































One night I had a dream almost as distinct as 
vision, of a cottage where there was well-being 
and firelight and talk of a marriage, and into 
the midst of that cottage there came an old 
woman in a long cloak. She was Ireland herself, 
that Cathleen ni Houlihan for whom so many 
songs have been sung and about whom so 
many stories have been told and for whose 
sake so many have gone to their death. I 
thought if I could write this out as a little play I 



































（ ’Too many strangers in the home’, 165），  「問題








そ者を私の家から追い出すこと」 （‘The hope of 
getting my beautiful ﬁelds back again; the hope of 
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putting the strangers out of my house.’, 252-254） 
と答えるのだった。そして，劇の終盤近くになっ
て老婆は「私のことをホーリハンの娘，キャスリ
ーンと呼ぶものもいる」 （‘there are some that 











ような歩き方をしていたよ」 （‘I did not, but I saw 




























































た，オスカー・ワイルド （Oscar Wilde, 1854-
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